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quilts. When the sun was overhead they fanned me, gently
dispelling the heat. They hung over me like a canopy of
clusters of grapes ; the honey of their love flowed.

When enraged and bored I stood up and growled: " Go
away, pestiferous women! " they fluttered out of the hall,
murmuring: " O sweet husband, 0 peerless one," and
straightway another bevy of them would appear with trays
of sweets and flagons of wine.

The eunuchs slept at their posts. Their vigilance was
superfluous. The wives of Allah and of his Prophet
Mohammed in heaven had not half the virtue of mine.

" Am I a goose which you fatten with pleasure ? " I
bellowed.

" O Swan of Allah, rejoice ! "

" Let me breathe the air unpolluted with the scent of
woman " I gasped.

" May our nostrils be filled with the breath of your
nostrils."

" Let me go I "

Weary of protestations, pleas, threats and attempts at
murder, I finally relapsed into a dull acceptance. After all,
what did it matter if for a brief generation or two I was
tortured with affection ? What did it matter if for a few
hundred moons I was as a tree of pleasure of the women who
crawled over me like hungry maggots.

" Kismet! " I murmured. " Such is the will of Kalarba,
and the Great Ape/

The castle was a jungle invaded by hunters Howling,
screaming, shouting, whistling, clapping of hands, rattling of
utensils.

" What is the meaning of this ? " I asked, rising from
my couch, my body taut, hoping for battle.

My wives dashed to the casement and bent out, a row of
strange blossoming plants.